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PAUT THE THIRD.

CHAPTER   I.

ON the eighteenth day of August, one thousand eight-
hundred and twenty-six, I praise the Almighty Giver oi
all goodness, that, standing upon the height of Mount Jura,
I beheld the whole range of the High Alps, with Mont
Blanc in the centre, without a cloud; a mighty spectacle
rarely beheld; for, on otherwise cloudless days, these sub-
lime elevations are usually veiled.

I accepted this majestic vision as a good omen. It seemed
that nature received me in her fullest charms. I was for
some time so entranced that I did not observe the spreading
and shining scene which opened far beneath me. The
mountains, in ranges gradually diminishing, terminated in
isolated masses, whose enormous forms, in deep shade,
beautifully contrasted with the glittering glaciers of the
higher peaks, and rose out of a plain covered with fair
towns and bright chateaux, embowered in woods of chestnut,
and vines festooning in orchards and cornfields. Through
the centre of the plain, a deep blue lake wound its way,
which, viewed from the height of Jura, seemed like a
purple girdle carelessly thrown upon some imperial robe.,

I had remained in Paris only a few days, and, without
offering any explanation to our minister, or even signifying
my intention to Lausanne, had quitted that city with the
determination of reaching Venice without delay. Now that
it is probable 1 may never again cross the mountains, I
often regret that I neglected this opportunity of becoming